AFTER   EVEREST
I remember the queue we formed as medical students to
see a leper in London just before the War. Little did I
think in those days that there would come a time when
I was in charge of two hundred lepers, seeing several new
ones every day, and often obliged to send them away, as
our homes were full up.
When I first went out to India, leprosy was reckoned an
incurable disease. Dr. Pugh and Samuel, his assistant,
were quite excited because they thought they detected
slight improvement in three cases (out of many scores)
whom they had treated assiduously at the leper home for
several years.
Fifty years ago Mrs. Charles Peace gave a Leper Home
to Neyyoor, which is still known as the C. P. Memorial
Home. For many years it provided an infirmary where
some fifty or sixty poor men lived and died, incurable,
hopeless, often in pain, many of them limping, others bed-
ridden. Poor things, that is all they could do—just carry
on in the Leper Home, to die there as soon as the will
of God decreed. Yet, among those poor folk, doomed to
such a drab and colourless existence, there was a real joy,
a delight in singing hymns and doing religious plays, a
delight in doing little services for one another and a special
love of a " tamash " or a festival such as Christmas. This -
happiness was largely due to the Christian influence of Mr.
Devadasan, the evangelist who managed the Home. Him-
self a convert from Hinduism, of a caste family, he was
thrown out of his community and lost all that this world
offers, yet felt such a true joy that he has been capable
of spreading it to a long succession of lepers in the home
at Neyyoor. Scores, perhaps hundreds, of men in Travan-
core to-day are happy because of the devoted and cheerful
ministrations of Devadasan.
But, as I say, in 1922 there was no cure for leprosy.
Any who came into our Leper Home knew that they came -
there for life.   Little by little, however, a cure was evolved.
The old chaulmoogra oil, which has been the traditional
198

